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CHATTER VI

A fow days later, attended by a pmall
military escort, the left  the
fort,

Winslow explat ed to the command-
er that there was doulile reason for
Yste—in their unwhilingness to further
trespass on  his  hospitality, no lesy
than in the lmpatience of the ladies (o
join thelr relatives Reasons which,
though with all hospitable intepg, the
colonel supplemented by the pro eal
sueggestion that they take advantng s of

party

the present. frosty conditlon of the
tradl. A littl: Iater, when the spring
thaw Nnd sot In, the swamp lands

would be well nigh fmpassable.

There being no avallable guldes at
the fort, It was decded that the sol
diers sccompiany them to the nearest
Indian +'"age, & half day's march
away, where they could obiain ponles
and a guide for the journey north

The Hitle party arrvived g alghtlal)
within the Indian settleraent, and the
soldiers returned to the fort, having
made arrangements w.'h the chief of
the village for thelr safe conduct,

Left to themselves in the gloodmy
wigwam, the travelers had much ado
to be cheertul, The place was 111
smelling and ~lose, and the fllckering
fireligbt but rerved to bring Into bold
or relief the grotesque shadows that
flonted them from every corner,

The loose-fitting sking of which the
walls were made, creaked and flapped
dismally. uoe trush of a fox and the
head of a desr hung over the door
way; stray feathers blew over the
floor as the wind stole In.,  Mrs
Creighton gave a shiver of disgust,

"How grewsome this place s
Trophles of dead Mings everywhere!
1 feel as though we were entertalning
ghosts,*

Lavender laughed lew — uneasily
“Hush, and she lifted o warning
firger. “Somebody I8 outside.”

Winslow lifted the heavy flap that

curtuined the threshold. A rush of
alr made the torch burn low, and in
the darkness they could dimly discern
the figure of a man-tall, with a wav-
Ing eagle plume above a Loaded head-
dress.
Winslow
but the stranger made no move (o
enter, “Is the white malden here?
His spaach was guttural, but not harsh.
“*Where i the manid who s
afrald of an Osage arrow?
would speak with her"

Owatoga!  "Tken be had followed
them. Was it as friend or foe? Lav
sitder rose and went to the opening
“I am here, Owatogn.”

There was a nervous quiver In her
voice, and she grasped Winslow's arm,
but the gigantic figure outside made no
move nearer,

*You will need a guide
knows the forest,” he sald.

Winslow dropped the curtain, and
Btood outside In the darkness, keeping
close to Lavender as he addressed the
Indian,

“You
mald "

For answer, the other said, with ir
relevance: “The arrow was taken out
quick; Owalogs was not left to die”

“Then you are better? I am so glad.”
Lavender sald, and the Indian respond
ed, gravely: “"Owatogs is well: he will
be the gutde for the white people to
morrow.”

Without waltl » for tuanks, without
further explanation, he disappeared,
and Lavender whispered, trivmplinnt
Iy, as they reentered the wigwam I
knew we could trust him'"

Next day they left the

Owatoga

arr a friend to this white

village, lod

not |
Owatoga 1
|

#l00d on the bank of
der a scowling sky

ture Iate In ecarving, Jlove was
Winslow's mind an onwelcome gaest;
an Intruder whose visit
ferred as long as possible
were glgns of Ite coming: as
valched Lavender—observed her ten
der thonghtfulness toward
hor regard for the welfure o
He remenbered the pletuie
when seated In the wood with the

ull

In

dinn's head on her lan Bare-headed, | ¢holr yellow feathers, and every shady
her hood the wounded man's pillow, | pook was dappled with pale and droop-
the dying sun tipping her bhair with | jne wid-flowers.

arrow-poluts  of  bronze, she had| on an afternoon in early March,
seemed a wraith of daylight In  the | Winslow and Lavender strolled (o the
gathering snade’ This revelation of | water's edge to Jook for (he hoat
the safter side of the girl's nature, which was hourly expected, A skily
of her minisirant care and dauntless | wins moored on the beach, and Laven-
ness In danger, touched him where | qor Jjumped to Ita prow, and, shad-
ball-room blandishments or mere | jug her eves from the dancing sun
bithe maldenhood had  fabled. Heht, gnzad down the rlver.

She rode In advance, often 1lll'illl'i]'| “In falth, n fine Agure-head.” Wins
for a word or smlle. Often  there | jow ealled, then stood, with the ma.
were acarlet berries at her throatl, or | jjejous enjoyment sometimes felt . in
loaves twisted In mocking lmitation | jefying conscience, watehing her with
of Owatoga's headdress, | evory senge alive to the polse of her

Winglow's pleasure in the sight hewd and delicate wrist—to the curves
his growipe loy In her company, was | of (4o glender figure in the homespun
dnmpened by self-reproach Had all| gown, as it swayed unsteadily in the
hia hopes, his ambition for a career in | rockine boat.,
the land of promige, come to  this? From her belt dangled n bunch of
That he could find content and satis dogwood blossoms—the first trophy of
fyiny banpiness fn the mere presepce Lhe season,
oi a woman? “See. look! they are coming!” and

At last they came In slght of Th-'lpiranlu.n[ng joyously, she shook the
Missigsippi; dark, sllent, the walers | eeqil skiff until the oarlocks rattled.
rollad, o vast mont; beyond I, steep Winglow gprang into the boat with
and shoer, a wall of rock. To the trav. | yer, his arm steadying her swaying
elers, ignorant of all that lay behind, | geure. his hand in hers. |

hiave beon the

sun

might
setling

thnt will

(ortress

rocky
of

The gpring was early, and lee drift
ol helplessiy under Its torn cerement
of They were not far from the
wottlement of New Madreld, and it was
determined the course
the river until the town was reached

Slowly northward, for the
rains hid begun, and the fens
marshes  were  slimy underfoot,
fopey dverheaq,

The river, hearing 1its
away to the south, served
guldance prim, but true.

At Jast they reached
rectly opposite New  Madrid,
squat stone cabing of the settlement
wore  haddled togethor on the farther
bank ke grent of lce thrown
from the river,

The day was gloomy;
wind, hag-ridden,

HNOW,

to follow
Bpring
and
and
Ll burden
them In

the point Jdi-

cakos

the blustering
hurled snow and

wias to be de- |
But thera |
Winslow |
her msther

whe madn

llli as they eall It, never appealed to me

I rather enjoy being made over”
—
CHAPTER VI
Suddenly, as If o surprice
| came the gpring.
The winter carpet of sodden leaves

was changed to one of bright young
| gpross Pusay-willowe, like molting
birds, dotted the marshy land  with

The black hulk of the unwieldy keeol-

The |

chorus of greeting,

It was indeed a cosmopolitan cry
The foreign twang of Spaniard and
Frenciman joined to the lusty eall of
the American pvioneer, while here and
there an Indlan gave a whoop of wel-
come, and even America added her
nncetyous dialect to the greeting that
| sounided over the water.

boat, drawn like the carcass of some
huge thing of the sea.

A landing was soon made, and the
vapioln came ashore—a swaggering,
ill-conditioned fellow, whaose ox-like
strength and ferocity of temper held

riln in thelr faces with alternate spite. | his little world In check.

“This
wiarm and

Is not exnotly a

heartfelt, Is 2"

woleomoe

laughed

A TTARD CHOLCE
DER AGREED, WITH
OF HER CHIN

TRULY LAVEN-

A SAUCY TOES

vwinslow, as they dismounted and

the gray river un

Out of the dusk loomed a group of
wigwams, and Owatogn went! forward
Lo reconno.ter. He returned in com

There was clamorous outery for goods
expected or space for new cargo, but
it donsumed lttle time, gince a large

dry pooils box carried the average
shipment,
I'ne  appearance of the boat--her

erew and passengers, was anything but
prepossessing,  Rough, uncouth, and,
for the most part, depraved. the pros-
peet of a journey with such men was
disheartening.

But Winslow and his party resolved
to make the best of it, keeping them-
selves and their inopportune refine-
ment as much in the backgrouind as

pogsible, Cramped gquaiicss were pro-
vided them, and when the hoat was
ready ther took leave of the settle.

ment, “with surprisingly little regret,

considering your fondness for ‘pot
luck.”” Winslow said, laughingly to
Lavender,

The bhoat made glow  progress, but
they found ample entertainment in
| the beauties of the view., The sky and
waler, the now verdant banks on either |
side, were constant food for thought
er converse, Dut to the majority

their fellow-voyagers, blind to shifi
ing clond and chenging shadow, Lo les-
seamed  bluff and towering pine, the
hours dragged wearlly.

Gambling was the chief diversion
and most of the men were inveterate

players, Among these was a  onee

pany with another Indian whom he had | wealthy planter journeying in company

engaged to ferry them over.

backs of ponies, ana these were trans
ferred to one pirogue, Two othera wori
reserved for the passengers,

They arranged for the sale of the
poties and hospitality for tho night
but with the first dawn the party em-
barked on the river

One Indian stood in the prow, push
Ing aside with a wong pole
ice which drifted lke tnqulsitive mon

the calies ol

iters, close to the driving keel
America cowered In ablect fear In

the stern; aiternately iovoking the

wratlh of Heaven upon the rash under

only by their self-appointed gulde. The iking, and beseeching Jivine ald o
ponles and other equipment had been | 18 Ouleomme
bouzht of the Indlans Part of their | Fhe sther women botre the diseom
route was 10 be that known as the | fort and danger with fortitude, sven
Clar.. trall The town of New Madrid | pleasure In both was o slrong gense
was  thelr firse destination there |0 the dramatie, the picturesque To
they would awalt the earllest boat | Lavender, egpecially this was as a
north, draught of wine—this race with the
On rioutl Indlan ponles ttey rode, | swirling fes pa the dark water In the
sometimes ovordampandslippery paths, | cold gray dawn Here and there a
but oltener where the lhoofs beat| valn star yvet dalited for a la=t look
rhythmic measuré on the frozen way. |at herself in the watery mirror
OQecasionully they crossed wandering All was quiet in the village as they

bands of Indians, meeting with solid in
diference or friendly grunts, but never
a hostile show. By night camp fires
Kept off the cold, and sterner foes,
whose hungry howling was a mock-
ing lullaby. B

Owatoga rode ahead, rigid—silent as a
slain chieftain on his horse awalting
burial—the quick and the dead to-
gether.

Winglow's spirits rose with the oc-
casion, and he beguiled with cheerful
talk and wunwearied attentions the
“outing.” as he laughingly called it

Mrs. Creighton, too, rallled all her
physical forces. and bore without
flinching the discomforts of the hard
travel

America, alone, was miscrable
picture of comic distress.

Lavender was her buoyant self, and
for the firet time appealed to Charles
in a purely personal way. Heretofore
he had regarded her merely as a beau-
tiful, but unessential factor .n the sit

the

neared the shore, and the
bing their gides together
fushion as they grated on
was the only sound.

There was no tavern then in  the
town, but every cabin had a spare bed
and seat at table where gtrangers were
allowed to stay. For it was scarcely
a welcome which thesoe frouotier folk
extended—it was rather a towerant suf
ferance Such a return In money or
trade as Lthe guest saw fit to make,
was accepted, but none wns ever de-
manded, Their doors were open, and
with the opening of the door they
considered duty done; the stranger
could make shift to find his own nook
In the chimney corner,

Such fare the trawelers found, and
for Lavender the style held a quaint,
attractive interest

“I Hke this kind of hosplinlity,” she
said one day. ] like thelr independ-
ent attitude. Whal they glve is free-
ly glven, and one feels that it Is with

boats rub
in friendly
the sand

uation—gradually she bad come to be | opt effort.”

the sum of it
Beut upon smbitious hopes, his fu-

“Entirely s0.” Winslow agreed, dry-
ly. “and | don't like M. ‘Pot luck,’

Their |
few household goods had been carrie 1|
in erates, bound with deerskin to the ‘

| ruin

with an octoroon slave. He had lost
a fortune at the gaming table, but was
possessed with a fever to win it
nt a lHke hazard, The woman usually
watehed his play, and her influcnce
slome had tous far prevented his utter
Over his shoulder often
and her dark comeliness would
him from the dice or cards
ward the close of the second day's
Winslow walked into tha for
ward ecabln, where Lhe planter sat ot
1 men One of them
ecaptnin, shouted
“Take a hand?

she
| hung,
nitrnet

T

trisvel

Al BE Will
Pat Finch
Winslow
thanks

Was

WD
Lhe
entered:

"1l

ns

PP .
N, look on,

her
the rattle of coln, and the caths of th
| players

The

alr was stifling with the fumes

of Jdrink and tobaceo, but Winslow re
palned, fascinated by the tense atti.|
tude of the zamblers Evidently some |
funtoward excliement was pending
the stukes were high
| Suddenly there was & gurgling cry of |
“Lost. by God!" and the planter fell
face downward on the table, scatter-
ing cards and money in blind confu
slon,

Another pause, then Finch, the cap-
tain, spoke: “It was a fair game, and,
damme, If she ain’t mine!™

At the brutal words, the prostrate
man rose and shot a look of mingled
hatred and pleading as would have
tonched a heart not malled and proof.

Suspleion of the frightful barter
came over Winslow, but controlling a
sickening sense of disgust, he asked.
calmly: “Then the stakes were high,
gentlemen?”

The planter groaned and dropped his
head again to the table

With a devib-may-oare fiing of his
great shoulders, the caplain rose.
“High?" he repeated, “well, If there's
a fiucr weénch n the Louisiana terri-
#ry. I'd like to have her, that's a&ll’

At this the stricken player sprang
to his feet, and with the grasp of a
tiger wae at the speaker's lhl‘?l.L
| The door was suddenly opened, and
the octoroon’s wide, frightened eyes
peered over the threshold.

Instantly the clinched men re
laxed their hold, and the planter sank
10 his seat again

thnm,
| roughly Fine,

boat was plainly visible—a dark lne
in the agnte of river and sky.

Soon they could distinguish the
for8 of men on shore as they wnll'ml'

On came the men, and after them the |

baek |

filence, broken only by |

With wondering anxiety the woman
seanned each face, then limidly, ap-
proached the gamcaiar: “"William, mas
ter, speak to rae—what s t?”

A groan was the only response; then
spoke: “"We played until
he lost everything he had-—-but  you,

Then, well, then he siaked—and lost
: agnin.”

The woman stood rigid Over her
eyes n horrid comprehension grew,
darkening them like o filin shutting oul
the lieht.

Finch grasped her with half scowl,
half leer on his cruel face. “One man's
meat ¥ another man's plzen,  you
know, my girl."”

With a sbriek she turned from him
to sink at the feet of her master. “Not
me? You have not sold me?" and she
murmured broken words of angulah,
groveling on the floor, her head on his
knoe,

“Weo are Intruding, senor.”

It was the third player who gpoke-
a tall, heavy-browed Spaniard, his
massiive head covered with black curls
on which was carelessly tilted a wide-
brimmed hat. . This he pulled lower,
a8 il to hide the womanish pity in his

nyoes,

“Let ns go,” he said, “this Is not
the first time men have fought for a
womnan,” and he turned away

Winglow was tempted to follow—
both from personal unwillingness to
witness the harrowing scene, and
from Innate respect ior the canctity of
M OW But just then he met the
agonlzed gaze of the ocloroon, All

a woman's soul flashed from the eyes

| of this heipless chattel,

Rapidly his mind searched
avenues of escape for her. There

avory
was

| with bent head, and arms straining atla way—he wonld try it
of | the long cordelle, and there was n|

"Will yon tarry a moment (" and he
closed the door as he spolie, "'l have a
suggestion to make,

There was a compelling power in his
quiet words which made the crushed
man ralse his head with sudden hun-
gry hope in the bloodshot eyes. The
womnan sthzegered (o her feet Capt.
Finth rewarded the speaker with a
glare of malignant questioning.

[To Be Continued.)

EARLY TOBACCO HISTORY.

Passage in an Ancient Book Describes
the Weed Quuint
Fashion.

The antiquary took down a little
brown book dated 1573,

“This little book,” he said, “describes
English lite in S8hakespeare’s vouth, [t
has a passage on tobacco that should
jnterest you. A pipe, in this passage,
is said to resemble in form a ladle. It
does resemble a ladie, doesn’t 112"

The passage in the old book ran:

“In these dales the taking in of the
smoke of the Indian herbe called To-
bacco by an instrument formed like a
lHitle ladele, whereby it pusseth from
the month into ths hed and stomach, is
gretlie taken vp and vsed In England
against Rewmes and some other dis-
eases ingendered In the lunges and
other paris, and not without effbet.

“The herbe Tobaceo §5 commonly of
the height of a man, with grete long
leaves: the collaur of the floure is car-
nation, resembling that of the lecnmon
in form, the roote yellow with many
filletien

“The first
vile, but aromatick
it becomes with usunge,
men its slaves, It [:
wine or beere™

te of Toharco smoke 18
and swete enourh
80 ag to make

hest taken with

No Reason for Two Trips.

Patrick's wife wa= “ailing.” and Pat-
rick put on his Sunday best and walked
four miles to the doctor's house to 1!l
him about her.

“Now,” sald the doctor, whoen he had
heard all Patrick had to say, and had
prepared some medicine, “hore is some-
thing for your-wife, I've wrilten the di-
rections on the bottle, and I want her to

| try 1t faithfully for a fortnight. Then,
if it doesn’t relieve her. eome to me
| ngain and 1 will give you another pre-
gerintion.”
otow, dnether, see said Pat-
rick, standing strai todd  looking
grimly at the physician, “If vou have
vour doubts of this cvoin' M a as i3
Ivident you have by the wey you spake
why don’t you give ! hat vou'ra
| goin’ to give me last?"—Yuta's Com

panlion

Eh;‘ Was in Tralui i

“We're golng to have such a jolly
time,” sald the girl In blue. A dinner
first, you know, and then a theater
party. Of course you'll come?"

“1 ghonld ke to above all
returned the girl in gray
fsn't possible.”

“jsn’t possible! Why not 7

"“I'm not aliowed to eat much of any-
thing just now, and I fear such a dinnep

things.”™
“but l feur it

would be teo great a temptation,” ex-
plained the girl in gray, sadly
“Dieting?"” queried the girl in blue.

“Doctor's orders 7
“No; lnwyer's.'
“Lawyer's?"’
“Yes; you sec my breach of promise

case comes to trial pretty soon, and I'm

training down to show the ravages of

blighted affection.”—Chicago Journal
Bhe Meant Well.

Bishop Coleman, of Delaware, the
Episcopal dignitary who every summer
takes a two or three weeks' tour over
the country, tramping Incoguito, is a
man of tremendous appetite, and |Is
proud of it, says the Phlladelphia Even-
ing Telegraph. Bul a story Is related
of a Kent county housewife who got the
Lest of him. BShe was the learned pre.
late's hostess on one of his tramping
tours, and, knowing very well who ha
was, set before him a dinner 6t for a
man of great labors. The bishop ap-
preciated her cooking highly and toll
her so, but he was unprepared for her
rejolnder: “Bless ¥ou, bishop, eat
your fill, for 1 love tn zee ye eal, eat
tiil yo bust; 1 wisbt you would!™

THE PHOTOGRAPH
AND WILLIAM

By HAROLD WHITE

(Copyright, 196, by Joweph I, Boawien)
“Willlam," 1 sald, as kindly as pos-
slbly, it will either have to be found
or we part company—that Is the right
expresgion, L think, isn't 3"
“Yes, sir,” sald Willlam, seooping ugp
the Inacheon erunfbs

“How the dence It could be o=t
pasges my comprehension!” [ added
glancing at the vacant space on the

manteipiece where the photograph used
to stand., 1 misged (L 1L wWas not only
pretty in {teelf, but I valued it times
had changed, but 1 say | valued it.

“Praps Mrs., Groom khows some
thing about it,)"” suggested Willlam
without apparent interest.

“Nonsensa!"” 1 repliod, reitably

"You know as well as 1 do that Mis
Groom hasn’t been near the place since
nine this morning.”

Willlam apparently gove it up, any
went on with hils erumb-sesoping

“Dil I understand, =ir,” he said
after & pause, “ghat was to be
back at ten-time with the young lady
and her aunt, sir?” .

Williem's remnrks generally have a
slgniflicance, and with practice “it is
possible gather what that signifi-
cance is. Thia time | saw at once what
he meant by a certaln poge of his head
and the meditative manner in which
he ploked up the table-cloth

“Confound your impertinencel |
sald. “Lookehere, Willlam, I'm naoat
going {o have you arringe my rooms
necording to your notlons of propriety,
or whatever it is.  That photogriplh
will Bave o be produced and put up
exuctly where it always stands.”

“Az you please, gir,” srid Willlam
I wil]l see that it's looked foer."

“Do vou think I woant you to man-
age wy marrimonial affaies?” 1 went
on. 1 was angsy with him.

*1 shonldn't take the lberty, sir.”

"Who's going 1o notlee the things™

“Oh, 1 think they wpotice ‘em, sir
It's my bellaf the women see with the
backs of thelr heads. Besides, sir, it's

voul

L

natural that they should take stock,
coming for the first time.”

“And suppoee they do?”

“wWell!, sir,” said Willlam, "in my
apinion what the eye doesn’t see the
heart doesn't grieve after, and least
said soonest mended. Of course, sir,

that may be only in my station in 1lle,
sir.”

“Do you imagine that any woman
wotild think that I have liwed for three-
and-thirty years without the diversion
of feminine society?” 1 put it to him.

“They may not think it, sir, but
they like to belleve 11"

“But that's nonsense.'

“Very likely, sir. It's my belief iU's
very much this way. A woman dou't,
no more than a man, imagine things
in a general way; but if she finds o
hook, she hungs a deal on iL.”

“But don't you sy Willlam,” |
said, “that this entalle a life of per-
petunl deceit?”

“| don’'t see, sir, begeging your par-
don, that any man is bound to incrim-
fnnle himself.”

““I'hat is casuistry,” 1 sald. “Wheore,
William, where are your ethies!"”

“I dun't know, slr. Perhaps | never
had any, sir I'm not fambliar with
the word.

“If vou had,” 1 sald, would
gee that the one great comdition of
happiness between a man and a wom-

“yon

an who are, or who are to become
man and wife, is perfect confidence.
Theee should be no secrets. Nothing

should Lbe kept back.”

“Some have tried it, sir,” said Wil-
llam, and ypaused thoughtfully. bl |
think 1 1 was to Jook, sir, 1T might
find the photograph In the wardrobe
in your bedroom. Shall 1 look for it
gir? he asked, walkifg to the door.

“Swop'™ T sald. “Yon ray some have
tried it. In your experience?”

“I've lived in married famiiies, and
I have come acrass it gald Willlum.,

“How did It work?

“Oh! lor!” said Willlam, and xaid
nothing more

“Howx often.” 1 said, "“are our natu-
rally goad impulses checked by the

knowledege thnt If we let them go, they
will only lead to harm in the end?
My ustural ympulse s to befriepl the
sear In the street, but 1 know that
1 shall only be encouraging vagrancy
and driuk, and things. My natural im-
pulse under the present elrenmstaneas
have no skeleton In my cup-

and no photographs eoncealed
in the wardrobe of my bhedroom-—and
then a man of experlence tells me
that 1f 1 let that impulse go, the re
sult will very likely be appalling, 1
gathered, Willlam, that the results in
the other cases were appalling?”

Wiillum lifted his eyebrows
nodded.

“Then your advice, as a man of ex-
perience, is 1o arrange the mantelpiece
without Including the photograph?”

“Zecing what's written on it—"

“Seelng what's written on  it, you
think that on the whole it would be
as well to—er—exclude the photo-
graph?

“If % isn't a Lberty, sir,” sald Wil
Ham.

“The mantelplece will ook
empty without it,” | suggested,

“Ye#, sir; that's In the nature of
things 1 suppose, sir) sald Willlam,
“Pernaps it is as well to get used to
it sir, Il | may muake g0 bold™

"Yes, yes. Agd are there any other
fmprovements you would suggest?

“No, sir, sald Willlam, glanciog
round. “! think we ghall show up
pretty well as we are."”

“1 will take your advice, William,"
I sald. “And when | am married,
Willinm, you shall come and arrange
my matrimontal squabbles for me"

*“Thank you, sir,” sald Wiliam, !
couldu't undertake It

is to

bhourds

aud

very

Arrangements were made {0 takes
sunlight photograph at the votiom of
the shaft of a mine 2,000 feet deep
at Sombrerete, In Mexico, on June 21,
the only day in the year when the
pun shines there. Even then its rays
touch the bottom of the mine for only
three minutes.

‘That an article may be good as wall
as chenp, and glve entire satistaction,
I8 proven by the extraordinary sale of
Defiance Btarch, each packnge con-
talnlng one<third more EStarch  than
can be had of any other brand for the
BAme money.

Subject for Another Lecture.

“Oh, dear,” excialmed Mrs. Slap
dash, when they were finally sealed
In the carrvinge, “I've only got one of
my earrings on. 1 left the other on
my dressing table."”

“Huh!" grunted her husbhand, “just
Hke my lectures on your carelessness
—in one ear and out the other.”

"Cut out hot eream of tartar bis-
cult” used o be a ecommon, every-day
remark amwong physiclans when dis-
cussing items of diet for their pa-
tients, . But alam baking powder bis-
cults are never mentioncd In this re-
gpect, Why? Becaunsge It's the cream
of tartar that is objectionable® and in-
Jurions, and yet therg are some people
who to<day continue to use the ol
cream of tartar baking powder, and
wonder why they are always ailing

Twelve Good Rules.

Speaking of rules: Do you remem-
ber or can vou recolleet the “"Twelva
Good Mules” of King Charles 1.7 They
are worth pasting In your hat for
dally perusal, in case you do not care
to memorize them:

1. Urge no healths

2. Profane no divine ordinance.

2. Touch no state matters.

4. Reveul no secrets,

B. Plck no qmarrels

6. Make no comparigons. 1]

7. Malntain no {11 opiniona, .

8. - Keep no bad company. 2

9. FEncouraze no viee.

10, Make no long meoeals,

11. Hepeat no grievances.

12, Lay no wagers—New York
Press. e

Three Great Conversationalists,

The three grentest conversational-

ists with whom It has been my good
fortune to come into touch were Magz-
tinl, Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes and
Bismark -

Of these, Dr. Holmes was the most
gpiritedd in the Dbel esprit scnse;
Bismarck the most Impoging and at
the same time the most entertaining
In point of wit, savcasm, ancedote and
narritive of historical interest,
hrought out with rushing vivacity and

with lightuinglike illumination of
conditions, facts and men.
In Mazzini words there hreathed

eguch a warmth and depth of convie-
tion, such enthusiasm of faith iu the
sacredness of the principles pro-
fessed agd of the aims pursued by
kim, that it was difficult to resist such
a powor of fascination.—Carl Schurs,
In McClure's Magazine,

Hasty -
Nervous
Chewing

of Food
the Cauce of

Dyspepsia

J your teeth are fit, chew, chew,
chew, until the food is liquid and
insists on being swallowed,

If teeth are faulty, solten Grape-
Nuts with hot milk or cream, or
allow to stand a minute seaking in
cold cream.

“The re’s a reason,” as follows:

Grape-Nuts food is in the form
of hard

intended to be ground up by the

and  brittle granules,
teeth; that work not only preserves
the teeth but brings down the saliva
from the gums so necessary in the
primary work of digestion.

Many people say (and it is true)
that when they eat Grape-Nuts they
seem able to digest not only that
food but other kinds which formerly
made trouble when eaten without
Grape-Nuts,

Chew!l

“There's a reason’ for

Grape-

" Nuts

— s



